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The Prompter. 





Nuvu ms. LXXVI 








Then rofe the Epic Mufe, whofe Spirit warms, 


And whofe felt Influence prompts the Soul to Aims. 


HORACE. 





FRIDAY, 


AUGUST l. 


1737: 





Mem EI NG prefs'd, by feveral of my 
meriggy Readers, [ have obtain’d Permii- 
ora @ fion from the Author, to make 
publick another Epi/ode, of a Ma- 
nufcript Poem, out of which I 
have, once or twice before, been 
indulg’d the fame Liberty. 

4 Tue Importance of an Epic 
Poem, and the Difficulty of fucceeding in it, having 

en the Subject of a late Prompter, I am pleas’d 
with this Opportunity of offering my Readers an 
Entertainment, that, fo naturally, follows it. 





EPISODE of the Burning of the Bridge, 
from the Eighth Book of Gideon, an Epic 
Poem, unpublifh’d. 


We ILE, thus, in Every Part, the Battle glows, 

Pharez, wzhappy Shimron’s Orphan Boy, 

Felt his Lord’s Sujf’rings check his promisd Foy : 

Anxious, to learn His Patron’s doubtful Woes, 

So late, of Honour, and of Place, bereft ; 

Safe, with the Tents, on the Hill's Summit left, 

Wildly, he wander’d, down the Woody Shade, 
Where, far within, upon the Lett, 

He found Adoram’s Cohorts, clofely laid : 

From Thefe the weeping Youth heard Shimron’s Fate, 

And how his breathle{s Body, dragg’d xfbore, 

Was ftripp'd of the refulgent Arms He wore, 

And caft, again, a loofe, and guidelefs, Freight, 


Naked, to flote, a Mark of Hoftile Hate. 


Thoughtlefs of Safety, and, by Sorrow, led, 
He fought the River’s Brink, with carelefs Tread ; 
Sighs, as he went, His ftruggling Heart oppreft, 
And trickling Tears roll’d, briny, down his Breaft. 
His Hands, now, wrung, His Arms now, upward, 

{pread, 

Néw, o'er His Bofom, hangs His penfive Head ; 
Azainft the Current, flow, with mournful Stalk, 
Searchful, he guides bis Bleak, and winding, Walk, 
Where breaking Surges lafh’d the founding Sand, 
At Every Oozy Reach, He made a Stand ; 
And meafur'd, with moift Eye, the mazy Strand. 


High, from the broken Bank, which edgd his Right, 
Wind-waving Flags, and Reedy Coverts, rofe : 
Betwixt their mournful Shade, obfcur’d, he goes, 
Secure from Danger, nor expos'd to sy ip 
At length, fo hid, beneath rhe Bridge he came, 

Where Summer's fcorching Rays had fhrunk the Tide, 

“nd left a Breadth of dry Deicent, unflow'd, on either 
Side. 

He wiew'd the Beams, that bound the maffy Frame : 

Tie Potts, which, where he, near the Bridge Foot, ftood, 

Were fhort, and fearce allow'd Him Room, upright, 

Rofe, toward the Stream, and thicken‘d, like a li ood. 

Without the fheltry Scene, huge Flags dimm’d o'er th’ 
imperfeck Light. 

And o'er bis Head, and on each Side, fron far, 

Roar'd all th unheeded Thunder of the War. 


Here, wand’ring penfive, at his Feet he {py’d, 
A floating Corps, half-wafh’d upon the Strand, 
Driven, by the Waves, again{t a Poft’s rough Side, 
Lifele/s, in half-buoy’d Heaves, it beat the Sand; 
High, on the dusky Ooze, with panting Heart, 
The mournful Youth th’ unbending Body drew ; 
But, backward fled, {urpriz’d, with /hivering Start, 
When Shimron’s well-known Features {truck bis View. 
His clench'd Right-hand ftill {eem’d his Sword to grafp, 
His Arm, ftiff-bent, ftood threat’ning even in Death, 
Glaz’d were his Eyes ; His Lips were ftrain'd to gap, 
Nor Ought, of Life feem’d Abfent, but the Breath. 
He bore prone Marks of Rage, by Force fuppre/s’d, 
Aid pale Diftortion Every Limb poffe{id. 


Diftant, in Horror, Pharez, ftood, and gaz'd 
Afflicted, trembling, weeping, and amazd! 
Near, aud more near, by flow Degrees, he drew, 
And hung, diftratted, o'er the wounding View; 

His Arms expanded, He, with down-fix’d Eyes, 

New-baths the Body, with a briny Flood ; 

Art Thou then Dead ? thus saDLy dead ? be cries, 

And weeps thy Pharez any TEARS, but BLoop ? 

Can Life give Comforts, now Thou liv’ft no more ? 

Or, fhou'd I with to live, tho’ Joys might flow, 

Now Thou art loft, to whom all Foys I owe? 

Thou, whofe kind Pity fbelter’d me from Woe! 

Whofe Breaft, compaffionate, my Burthens bore ! 

Thou, who permitted{t Me no Cares to know ! 

Thou, who ya Want, azd Scorn, my Life didft free ; 

And eale Thofe Loads, which weigh down Poverty ! 

Thou, who in {uch an Age, couldff GRATEFUL Ly. 

And bid a ruin’'d Orphan find, Father, azd Friend, 
in THEE! 

What fhowd I live for? —°Tis a World of Shame ; 

See, here! the Bloody End of martial Fame ! 

Wretched the Period, yet the Labour yaft ! 

A Thoufand Toils, a Thoufand Dangers, paft, 
Thus may I eome to dic, at laft! 

And, what \efs dreadful, boafts the Civil State ? 

"Tis, a worle Mifery ftill, the PEacEFUL Aim! . 

To.be a Father, and rear Sons, in Woe, 

To feed the Sword of fome unpitying Foe! 

This was, ye Gods! my Father’s dreadful Fate ! 

How are ye juft then, to the Human State ? 

If ever virtuous Mortal claim’d your Care, 

"Twas He! That Wife, That Good, That Reverend, 
Man ! 

Or, if the Brave, and Great, your Favourites are, 

Shimron, iz Glory’s Race a! foremoft ran! 

Now, fee the bloody Marks of Honour’s Prize ! 

How pale, how cold, how Ghattly, bere, he lies ! 

Then,{toop not, Soul! the World’s falfe Hopes to prize, 

But, know, that He’s moft bleft, who fooneft dies. 

Stay, generous Shade! I will not leave Thee {o! 

I may, perhaps, o’ertake Thee, when I rife, 

Tho’, with Thee, I am come, too Late, to go. 


> 


So faying, from his Side, with furious Air, 
He drew the Ra/b Man’s Cordial for De{pair, 
The glittering Point was levell’d at his Breaft, 
_ When by a Flath of Doubt poffe/s'd, 

He fheath’d again th’ 
Fear expre/s'd. 







arrcfted Blade, and thi™new™ - 








But, Can nd ndbléer Way be found ? 
Muft our Sorfeken Bodies, thus, be left, 
- As well of Honour, 4s of bife; bereft ? 
Muft they, Expos'd, upon iencertaig Gréurid, 
Wafl'd by the Waves, a Pre for ifhes; le ; 
On I the bright, and All-difcoveritg Sky, 
Call down the rav’nous Vultures, as they fly! | 
Beasts perifh thus; and thus, low REPTILEs die ! 
No! — There’s a nobler Courfe to Steer ! 
Confuming FLAME fball fave us from That Fear, 
Enwarp our melting Flefb, and tow'ring high, 
Bear us, ENTIRE, to a fublimet Sphere ? 


Near, as. he {poke, His penetrating Eye, 
Clofe-rang’d, Aenaeb the Bridze:s rofy Breede, 
Difcern’d a Heap of girded Reeds, pil’d High, 

Left by fome Hind, to fave, uubroke, and Dry. 

Toilfome, he lifts, and, careful, places right, 

Amidft their Top, bis Patron’s breathle[s Weight ; 

Then, flow, betwixt the Pofts, directs his Sight, 

Till a light Remnant of old Beam be found, 

Which, to dry Touchwood, rotted, on the Ground. 

He chofe two Flirts, and ftrove, with many a Stroke, 

Fire, fiom their fore’d sony to excite ; 

Thick, o'r the Saplefs Wood, flafh’d Sparklings broke, 

At laff, Thin Threads of Smoke rofe pale, from 
Specks of kindling Light. 


Low, on his Hands and Knees, fad Pharez fell, 
And blew rh’ unwilling Sparks, tomeet, in Blaze ; 
Then, lighting up the Reedy Bottom, well, 

High, on the Heap, His Breaft, o’er Shimron’s, lays : 

Anxious, be \ook’d about, on Every Side, 

To watch, with Foy, the climbing Mifchief rife ; 

And, when he faw the Clouds, in Triumph ride, 

And fout th’ exterior Profpec from his Eyes ; 

°Tis done! be cry’d,—’tis DONE ! Now Shimron, now, 

Receive Thy Pharez! to thy Breaft I bow ! 

So faying, deep he plung’d the piercing Steel; 

The hp outing Blood gufb’d, willing, from the Wound , 

ifts of Death, aud fimothering Smoke, All 

Objects now conceal ; 

But, his clafp'd Patron, frill bis Arms furround, 

And his Expiring Grafp the Body bound. 


While thus, beneath the Bridge, loft Pharez dy'd, 
Its Top, from End to End, was heapd with War ; 
Mingled, the Parties fought, with deathful Pride, 
Inextricably wedg’d, by NUMBER’s Bar. 

Th’ increafing Fire, mean Time, eat, wide, below ; 
And, in STYLu AVARICE, ftole, from Beam to Beam: 
"Twixt the old Timbers, gathering Force to grow, 
It fhot, on Either Side, a blazing Stream. 

Fierce rofe the forky Flames, in crackly Sway, 

And, der the Bridge, retortive, met, on bigb 
Twifted in blaxzy Wreaths, they drove their Way, 
And tower'd, in {parkly Triumph, to the Sky : 


Scarce was the dreadful Chance, diftint ly known, 
And ftruggling Crowds prefs'd, every Way, for Life, 
When, on a fudden, thro their ponderous Strife, 
Down brake the South End —’midft ‘a general Groan. 
The half-burnt Pofts, decay’d, and weak, before, 
Cary, way, beneath th’ encount’ring Weight, they 

ore: 
Friends, Foes, Arms, Enfigns, and the rending Frame, 
Involv’d in Smoke, with hideus Crath, funk mingled 
in the Flame. 


_ The Hebrew Bands, with loud, and frightful, Cry, 
Warn'd their lov'd General, of the threatning Scene ; 
Dif ey view'd Him, crofs the Flames, plac’d 
? , 

But, aril by a burning Gulph between ; 
Prefs'd, ‘and incompafs’d, by a Crowd of Foes, 

He dealt, in Tempeft, His deftruétive Blows ; 
Rais’'d on th’ endanger'd Chariot, to repel 

Th’ outragious Climbers, be, o’er-labour'd, food : 
Head-long, in Heaps, répuls’d, the Affaulters fell, 
Plung'd, from the Rail, amidft rhe foaming Flood ! 


More than a Man, th’ exerted Chief apsear'd « 

Th’ advancing Foes, at once, ador’d, and feard: 

Eun His own Captains, oft, their Help withhold 

And, fix'd, in horrid Gaze, adtniring, ftand ‘a, 

Apt, a$ rhe Tygers as the Lyon, bold, 

His Eyes, Feet, 

As, when provok’d, a Serpent's flippery Tongue 

Shoots forth, inceffant, and fome Foe defies, vas 

The rapid Motion cheats th’ Obferver’s Eyes, 

And three red Tongues, inftead of one, fupplier$ 

So, the {wift Radiance of His flafhful Blade, 

Keen, as defiending Light’ning ronud Him playa; 

In multiplied and reftlef{s Wave, on Every Side oor, 
warm ; | 

And lent a Legion’s Terror, to one Arm. 


Bet, while unwearied, War's chief Weight be bare. 
Agag’s rang’d Cohorts, from the Northern Shore, 
Behind him, mark’d the {moky Volumes rife, 

And watch'd th’ Afcent, with Hope, and glad Sure 
rize: 

High on the Wind, ftill widening, more and more, 

The driving Flame rode, whirling, up the Skies! 

This when they viewd, and heard the Hebrews Cries 

Clam’rous to Heaven, a pealy Shout they raife, ’ 

And, with unruly Swells of Joy, point, wanton, at 
the Blaze. 


GIDEON look’d back, and [aw the inclining Flame; 
Toward Him, with Eating Slope, bright Ruin came: 
O’er his plum’d Head, a fiery Arch roll'd high, 
Whence, ng broad, emiffive Sparkles f! ly. 

As One, who leans againft a Tow ry Wail, 

Sees a ftrong EARTHQUAKE rend rhe yawning Ground, 
Behind, fe/t Heavings warn the Turret’s Fall ; 
Before biz, {wallow’d Mountains, vawi/h, round ; 
And circling Horrors, all Defign confound ; 

So, from the Chariot’s long contefted Seat, 

The Hero view'd, perplex’d, His dang’rous State; 
Fire, Foes, and Stream, for his Deftruction, meet, 
And, emulous, difpute th important Fate. 
Already, His determin’d Friends divide, 

And, from the Bridge’s Rail, on Either Side, 
Hang, in Leap-meas’ring Pofture, o'er the Tide. 


Watte not, be cry’d, Thofe Lives, you yet may fave, 
Nor ruin Hopes, your matchle/s Valour gave! 
What Goon propofe ye, from this helplefs Aim? 
It gives no Safecy, yet it blafts your Fame! 

Say, you efcape the River’s whelmy Roar, 

Wait not your Enemies, on Either Shore ? 

No ! — if you wifh to die—Here lies the Way : 
Over their tawny Bofoms, forward bear. 

Let us their Malice, wich Revenge, repay ! 

To mark you out a Paffage, be My Care ! 

And, let That Man, who dares no Worth avow, 
Betray His General, avd FORSAKE me, now. 


He ceas'd to {peak ; and, with a clang’rous Sound, 
Lea’pd, from the Chariot, to the trembling Ground : 
As, when, within fome clofe-invefted Town, 
"Gainft which, wide-throated Mortars bellow, loud, 
Ai burfting Shell, midj?_fome throng’d Hall, breaks down, 
And ipreads it’s Thunder, thro’ the gather’d Crowd ; 
Starting, at once, th’ aftonifh’d Swarms divide, 
And, tumbling Headlong, roll on Every Side : 

So ftunn’d, th amaz’d Affaulters, backward, fied, 
When they the dreadful GIDEON, ’midft them far, 
His fiery Eyes refiftle{s Influence fpread, | 
And his known Voice, o’érwhelm’d their Souls with 

' Awe. 

Swift rufl'd the twelve bold Captains, to bis Aid, 
Nor They ow doubrful, or Their Bands afraid : 

All forward prefs'd at once, with rin Shout ; 

Th’ aftoni/l’d Foe turn’d fbort, in fudden Rout, 
Thronging in Heaps, with faint and mingled Cry, 
"Twixt rampant Steeds, and clogging Wheels, they fly; 
And, in Foe end Horror, fink, azd die. 

Smoke, Fire, and Slaughter, trod their Foot/teps, neat, 
And Dear ftalk’d, hideous, # their bloody Rear. 
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